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N As ye will ſee before it's night, He's tain the table wi' his foot, And ſhe od 4 taen her Gill Morice, Now Ill Ro for Gill Morice, 


: Sen ye by me will not be warn 'd, 
The baron he's a man of might, Then up and ſpake the bauld baron, Than lord Barnard and à his lands The feet that bore me wi fic ſpeed, 
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Im [ Morice was an earl's fon: Iſe ile 2 Vow and keep it true, Gae bring a robe of your cliding, 1 got. 3 in 1 my father 8 88885 


bis name it waxed wide, it all-be done for ill: that hangs upon the pin, wi' meikle {in and ſhame, ' 4 
It was nae for his great riches, And when he came to broken Bridge, And I'll go to the good green wood, I brought thee up in good green. N 
por yet his meikle pride, he bent his bow and ſwam: and ſpeak with your lemman. under the heavy tan. (wood, 
a But it was for a lady fair, And when he came to graſs growing, O bide at hame now, Lord Barnard, Oft have I by thy ads! fie; 3 
that liv'd on Carron · ſide. ſet down his feet and ran. Il wierd thee bide at hame, and fondly ſeen thee ſleep, 
Wbere will 1 get 2 bonny boy And when he cam̃e to Barnard's ha' Neer wyte a man for violence, And now I gae about thy grave, 
that will win hoſe and ſhoon, would neither chap nor ca'; that neer wyte thee for nane. the ſaut tears for to weep. 
That will go to Lord Barnard's hi But ſet his bow bent to his breaſt, Gill Morice fat in good green wood And ſyne ſhe kiſt his bloody ack: 
and bid Ps lady come? and lightly lap the wa he whiſtled and he ſang, and fy ne his bloody chin, 
And ye man rin an errand Willie, He wodna tell the man his errand, O what mean a' theſe folk coming, O betrer loe my Gill Morice, - 
And ye man rin wi pride, tho! he ſtood at the gate, my mother tarries lang. than a' my kith and kin. | 
A When other boys go on their foot, But ſtraight into the ha' he came, And when he came to good green Away, away. thou ill woman, 
on horſeback ye ſhall ride. where they were ſet at meat. with mikle dool and-care, ( ous and an il] death mat thou die, 
Ono, O no, my maſter dear, Hail, hail, my gentle fir and dame, And there he ſaw Gill Morice, Gin 1 had kent he was your ſon, 0 
I dare nac for my life; my meſlage winna wait. combing his yellow hair. he'd ne'er been ſlain by me. 


I'll no gae to the bauld baron's, Dame ye man to the green wood, No wonder, no wonder,GillMorice. Upbraid me not, my lord Barnard, 


Tor to tryſt forth his wife. before that it be late! that my lady lov'd-thee well, upbraid me not with ſhame, 
My bird Willie, my boy Willie, Ye're bidden tak this mantle, The faireſt part of my body With that ſame ſpear O pierce my 
E: my dear Willie, de ſaid. its a' goud but the hem; is blacker than thy heel. and put me out of pine. (heart, 
„ How can you ſtiive againſt the You man go to the green wood, Vet ne ertheleſs now, Gill Morice, Since nothing but Gill Motice head 
for I ſall be obey d. (ſtream? c'en by yourſell alane. for a“ thy beauty bright, thy jealous rage could quell, 
5 = | : Bue O my maſter dear, he cry'd, And there it is a ſilken fark. Ye's rue the day that ye was born, Let that ſame hand now take her 
in green wood ye're your lane ; pour ain hand ſew'd the ſleeve. that head fall gae with me. that never did thee ill. (life; 
ce er fic thoughts I wald ye red, Ye man come to ſpeak to Gill Mo- Now ke has drawn a truſty brand, To me nae after- days nor nights 
- for fear ye ſuld be tane. ſpeir nae bauld barons leave, (rice, and flaited on the ſtrae, will c'er be ſaft or kind, 
Hake, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha', The lady ſtamped wi her foot, Andthro' Gill Morice' fair body I'll fill the air with heavy fghs, 
bid her come here with ſpeed ; and winked wi' her eye; he gart cauld iron gae. and greet till l am blind, © 
If ye retuſe my high command, ut a' that ſhe could ſay or do, An he has taen Gill Morice head, Enough ot blood by me's been ſpilt 
| II gar your body bleed. + forbidden he wad na* be. and ſet it on a ſpear, ſeek nor thy death from me, 
Gac bid her take this gay mantle, It's ſurely to my bower woman, The meaneſt man in a' his train, I rather wiſh't had been myſelf, 
tis a goud but the hem, | it ne er could be to me. has gotten his head to bear, than either him or thee, | | 
© Bid her come to good green wood, I brought it to lord Barnards lady, And he has taen Gill Morice up, With woful wo T hear your 'plaint, 
and bring none but her lane; I trow. that ye be ſhe; laid him acroſs his ſteed, fair, fair I rue the deed, _.. bf 
And there is a fine ſilken fark, Then up and ſpake the wylie nurſe, And brought him to * painted That etre this curſed hand of mine 
her ain hand ſew'd the ſleeve, (the bairn upon her knee) and laid him on 2 bed. (bower, ſhould make his body bleed. 
And bid her come to Gill Morice, If i it be from Gill Morice The lady fat on caſtle wa Dry up your tears, my winſom dame, 
ſpier nae bauld baron's leave. tis dear welcome to me beheld baith hill and down, ye ne'er can heal the wound : 
. Fes I will go thy black errand, Le lied, ye lied. ye filthy nurſe, And there ſhe ſaw Gill Morice head Ye ſee his head upon my ſpear, 
' tho' it de to thy coſt; fac loud's I hear ye lie. come trailing through the town. his heart's blood on the ground. 


I brought it to lord Barnard's lady Far mair I loe that bloody head, I curſe the hand that did hs deed, 


in it ye ſhall find froſt, 1 trow ye nae be ſhe; bot an that yellow hair, the heart that thought the ill, 


he ne'er could bide 2 taunt; an angry man was he; as they ly here and there. the comely y outh to kill. 


"how ſma ye have to vaunt. {ac has he with his knee, and kiſs d both mouth and chin: as gin he were my ain, 


2 5 ns then I man your errand rin, Till filver cup and ezar diſh, I ance was fou of Gill Morice, - And ne er forget the dreary day, 


as the hip was o the ſtane. on which the youth was ſlain. 


* or pooh wy 9 in * he gart flees 
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